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she laughed. 
"It's not funny anymore." 
"Why not?" 
"Cause I want more coffee!" 
"Poor baby;' she soothed. 
Josephine was a heavy woman 
with a round, happy face. Her nose 
was often red from allergy, showing 
worse when she was tired. She was 
dressed simply in slacks and 
sweater. In spite of being exception­
ally tire·d, she was in a very good 
mood. 
"I ought to really kick up a fuss. 
If I thought they wouldn't call the law, 
I would." Jim was genuinely upset 
now. 
"You suppose we could be in the 
same cell?" said Josephine. "Might 
be fun if we were." 
"Not with your allergy kicking up 
a fuss. You'd sneeze all night." 
"1rue;' she laughed. 
Jim turned his attention back to 
his coffee cup. 
"Waitress, more coffee please." 
Jim used his best smile and his deep, 
golden-toned voice. He was still 
ignored. 
"Hey, we didn't get any bread!" 
said Josephine. 
"I really ought to go ask to speak 
to the manager;' said Jim. "Even if we 
were drunk, they shouldn't treat us 
this way." 
Josephine attempted to change 
"Even if we 
were drunk, they 
shouldn't treat 
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Night Out 
( continued) 
the subject. She didn't want Jim to 
lose his temper. They didn't need any 
trouble. 
"Your feet still hurt?" asked 
Josephine. 
"Worse than ever. They made us 
walk past two hundred babies to this 
god-forsaken corner." 
"There's not two hundred:' She 
was giggling again. 
"Figure of speech, my dear." This 
was his WC. Field's voice. 
'TB get us some service;• said 
Josephine, getting up slowly. 

Night Out 
( continued) 
Jim braced himself for the rough 
treatment he knew was coming. The 
first officer walked past him to the 
hostess, who was standing by the 
kitchen doorway. They spoke in sub­
dued tones. The other officers waited 
patiently by the front door, night 
sticks at the ready. Jim heard the 
growling of a dog behind him and 
wondered why they brought in the K­
Nine unit for a couple of old drunks. 
The officer by the kitchen door 
motioned to his waiting buddies, and 
they raised their night sticks and 
charged forward-right pastJim and 
Josephine, past the hostess, into the 
kitchen where they began cornering 
a frightened, stray dog that had 
slipped in the back entrance when 
an employee took out the garbage. 
An animal control officer was 
coming in the back with an animal 
carrier. 
Jim's big laugh made the win­
dows rattle. Josephine pushed him 
toward the door, giggling uncontroll­
ably. The hostess shook her head in 
disgust. 
"Drunks;' she grumbled. "Why 
do they always come here?" � 
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